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ltd. On hands and kneei he crept toward it as 
Jlie heard the men climbing the rickety iron 
ffenee. 

j "A graveyard!" said one. 
[ "Hey, I don't like this," said the second. 
"What's the matter? Scared of spooks?" 
"Listen, I'm not scared of anything, but I 
tit don't like it, that's all!" 
Midge had slithered up to the mausoleum. 
I found its heavy door closed and solid. He 
tilled hard against it. It wouldn't budge. He 
loved back and lunged at it. It gave easily and 
I sprawled in on the stone floor. 
,Fora moment he lay, half-stunned. A voice 
•t voice that sounded very hollow in the stone 
jilding, said, "Well, my friend, so you have 
Ime to join your ancestors?" 
Midge looked up. A white figure loomed 
ier him. Again his heart did nip-ups and he 
is too frozen to speak or move. The sound of 
Btsteps in weeds snapped him out of it. 
PL-listen, g-g-ghost," he stuttered. "There 
I three murderers out there. If you want to 
igome real spooking, spook them." 
"Come!" said the other. • 
torig fingers gripped Midge by the shoulders 
il pulled him to his feet. He was led out of 
(mausoleum, the door was shut ever so soft- 
;At the back of the stone building was a very 
ill window. The figure in white pointed it 
t to Midge. "Groan through there," were the 
mictions. "Groan. Say, Help! Get me out of 
SI" 

i!idge obeyed. His voice sounded terror- 
d without very much acting. 
■There he is!" a voice cried. 
He's in that tomb!" yelled another. 
We'll get him now!" shouted he third, 
leavy feet came crashing toward the mauso- 
m. The man called Red pushed at the door, 
couldn't budge it. 

Dive me a hand here," he called. Threa 
jt of shoulders lunged at the door. It swung 
«rd and three men sprawled inside. 

. HE white clad figure leaped and pulled 
the door shut, slamming a lock bar into 

: e. There were wild curses and futile shots 

t the solid oak portal held fast. 

£ idge was astonished as the white clad 

t >Bt" said, "Now, young man, perhaps you'll 

- me what this is all about." 



At th« trooper barracks, Midge told hi* story. 
"I was waiting at Johnny's filling itation to 
get a hitch to the city. I went out back for a 
minute. I heard shots. I came around the side 
and saw these three fellows, all with guns out. 
Johnny was lying on the floor, wounded. The 
one called Red was looting the cash register. 

"I knew I couldn't take them all on. They 
had guns and were three to one. But I sneaked 
out to their car and fouled up their motor so 
it wouldn't start. One of them saw me at it 
and I started to run " 

He continued his story, and the troopers 
commended him for bravery and quick-think- 
ing until he mentioned that he had seen a 
ghost in the old graveyard. Then the officer 
who was making shorthand notes stopped writ- 
ing and the other troopers looked at Midge, 
quizzically. 

"Look." said the lieutenant, quietly, "We 
wouldn't presume to doubt your word. If you 
say a spook helped you capture these muggs, 
we'll let it go at that. But would you mind 
skipping that part of it for the record? It 
wouldn't sound so good in court. It might even 
lead to a mistrial." 

EXT day in the old, abandoned cemetery, 
a figure in white sat with his back propped 
against the mausoleum, reading a newspaper. 

"So the young man's name was Midge Pal- 
mer. He's got nerve, that fellow. Glad he didn't 
mention me. If he had, there'd be reporters 
tromping all over this place. I've managed to 
keep my solitude by playing ghost so far, but 
I don't know if I could fool a bevy of news- 
papermen. 

"Well, a poet has to have solitude, and that's 
what T've got. It's &o simple. All a poet needs 
is pencil, paper and a white bedsheet. Well, 
better get to work. I've scared everyona away 
from this spot and I've got no excuses." 

He laid down the newspaper, picked up a 
pencil and began: 

Ths night wag dark, the .killers foul 

Were chasing after Midge. 
Their guns blazed in the valley 
And o'er the rocky ridge . . . 

THE END 
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